THE TRIANONS

once.5 Why do I want him to understand this bargain on his own ? It's
this ridiculous shyness that has so cramped me all my life. And yet I
don't want to be like those horrible old women who buy boys for them-
selves. And anyway two hundred and fifty thousand francs is too dear."

"But you know/' she said, "I can only lend it you for three days."

"Of course/' said Jean-Noel. "In three days I promise you ..."

Then, when they were in the lift, she said: "Tomorrow'there's the
Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra at the Opera. Would you like to come
with me?"

"I should love to ..." said Jean-Noel.

They left the Ritz and got into a taxi the commissionaire summoned
for them.

Suddenly the Duchesse cried: "Oh., I'd completely forgotten. I've
an appointment at four o'clock with an astrologer, a magician you
know, whom a friend recommended to me. Apparently he tells one the
most extraordinary things. Gome with me. We'll learn all about your
future, and whether your affairs will sort themselves out."

"But the bank will be closed/' said Jean-Noel.

"Yes, but it doesn't matter, darling. You'll come and see me again
and then we'll go to the bank together." And she searched in her bag
for the address and gave it to the driver.
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The flat in the Rue de Verneuil, in which Simon had not set foot for
fifteen years, had not altered. The wallpaper was merely fifteen years
older, and the chairs had had fifteen years' more wear. The light
shining in through the low windows of the entresol seemed also to have
aged.

Yvonne Lachaume, faded and lymphatic as ever, a little fatter, her
hair now turning white and her face growing yellow, was approaching
fifty. Her wedding-ring was sinking gradually into the flesh of her
finger.

"You remember," she said, "we hadn't enough money to buy two
wedding-rings. So you just bought mine. It seems to me that of the
two of us it is I alone who have been bound."

Her voice had a false ring of indulgent irony; there was reproach
apparent in every word she uttered. Her placid, attentive eyes showed
no surprise, anger, tenderness or forgiveness; they seemed merely to be
saying: "I could complain, I could make demands, I could overwhelm
you with reproaches. But see how well I'm behaving. I may be silent,
but I don't think the less. And what do you want of me today?"

On the dining-room table was the sewing she had been working at
when Simon arrived, the same piece of silk underclothing, it seemed,
that she had been hemming fifteen years before, when he had left her.
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